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Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell,
What champions ventured, what champions fell;
The son of great Loda was conqueror still,
And blew on the Whistle his requiem shrill.

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur,
Unmatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war,
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea,
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he.

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd;
Which now in his house has for ages remained;
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood?
The jovial contest again have renew'd,

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear

of flaw;

Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law ;
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins;
And gallant Sir Robert, deep read in old wines-

Craigdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil,
Desiring Glenriddel to yield up the spoil;
Or else he would muster the heads of the clans
And once more, in claret, try which was the man.

" By the gods of the ancients!" Glenriddel

replies,
" Before I surrender so glorious a prize,
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